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Breeze 


Author's Notes: 
Little drabbles about a field. 


In a field just outside of town, he sat alone, knees brought up to his chest and head hanging limply. A blank 
stare was fixed on a tiny patch of grass. Thoughts rolled around and around in his head like they were bricks 
in a clothes-dryer, relentlessly banging away at his edges until he thought his skull would shatter and his brain 
would fry. A fresh wave of tears pricked the corner of his eyes and he furiously wiped them away, thinking 
he had been done crying nearly an hour ago. But every time he calmed down enough to lift his head up to 
stare at his bruised arms, the dryer started a new cycle. 


Now he brought his arms up to clutch at his own hair in frustration. His legs retracted closer and pressed 
together so his head could rest on his knees. His hair created a brilliantly orange safety barrier around him, 


beautifully contrasting with the bright green grass he saw from between his knees. 


"I thought | might find you here," a soft, barely there voice disturbed his sanctuary. 


"Go away, Jeff," he snapped. Jeff stayed where he was, standing a few feet behind him. A breeze picked up, 
tickling their bare feet with grass and blowing back their hair. The gentle shushing noise calmed him again, Jeff 
noted by the relaxing of his tense shoulders. 

"You don't want that, Bill," his sentence more closely resembled the soft wind that a person speaking. 

"Don't call me that." 

"Axl," Jeff corrected. 


"Thanks." Axl mumbled, running his fingers through a tuft of grass. 


Jeff came up to sit beside Axl, knowing him well enough to gauge the appropriate distance. Close enough for 
him to feel safe, but not so close that he felt intruded upon. That was especially important. 


There was just room enough for Jeff to put his hand firmly on the ground between them. Axl grabbed onto it. 
Jeff squeezed Axl's hand affectionately and Axl put his head gently on Jeff's shoulder. 


‘Sometimes | think you and this field are the only ones not yelling at me." 


Bodies 


The field was where he went when he cried, where he went to look at stars, where he went to sleep when 
home and Jeff's place weren't an option, where he went when he didn't want to be caught drinking, where he 


went to be alone, and where he went to be with Jeff. 


Sometimes it seemed like the field was a part of Axl. He had every rock, every blade of grass, every 
wildflower memorized. When he was upset, the field always seemed to know the exact song to play with the 
wind to soothe him. Everything important that had happened to him up until that point in his life had happened 
there. His first drink, first joint, first breakdown, first truly happy moment, but tonight was something bigger. 


"AH Ow-" Axl hissed quietly as his back slammed with a thud against the grassy ground. 


There was no apology, only fervent, soft, and slightly trembling lips crashing into his. Normally he would have 
made a bigger deal of the unnecessarily rough treatment, but this time he gave up and settled for a sharp 
tug at the shaggy black hair dangling in his face. 


All this did was encourage the body above him to continue in the same fashion The kiss was taken to a new 
level. The taste of cigarettes and then blood were hinted at as his lips were bitten a touch too hard. His wrists 
were grabbed and a soft sound Axl could only describe as ‘deep' forced it's way out of the other person's 


throat. 


His arms were pinned above his head, his back was hurting, his lips were bleeding, there were bruises forming 
everywhere, his shirt was making its way up towards his neck, cold, calloused hands were touching his chest, 
his stomach, winding into his hair. There was dirt and grass in his hair, he wasn't being given a chance to 
catch his breath. 

The person above him was way too excited, way too violent in his actions. He was taking what he could get and 


not taking his chances by stopping for even a moment. 


Both shirts were off, pants buttons were fumbled with, Axl was granted a split second's time off the ground 
as pants were pulled down and tossed off in the direction of a patch of flowers. He could have easily wiggled 
away and run off. But he allowed his body to be pressed back into the cold ground. Only then did he move 
upwards, craving the heat of the other body, not wanting to return to the chilly dew-covered grass. 


Axl made desperate noises, not quite cries for help, but he didn't know what else to call them, muffled, 
unheard. He was not in control. He was in the opposite of control, spiraling out of it. An guttural, drawn out 


sound was growled in his ear. He wracked his brain for a reason as to why he wasn't panicking, flailing, fighting, 


trying to get away, get ANYWHERE. 


He found one as his breath hitched and he was pressed back harder against the ground of the field of firsts. 


